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On the TAKING 


PORTO BELLO, 


1 
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ADMIRAL VERNON. | 


\ 


EN Britain's Lyon Jull'd ſupinely lay, 
| And in pacifick Sloth ſlept Fame away; | 
W hile Depredations, by the & panards 


made, 
Moſt inſolently injur'd 4/bion's Trade: 


f | es, and Jars, - 
By Ry Peas, ai * n W ars; 
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Ride on the Waves, and triumph as they float: 


Our Merchant ſuffer'd, and did long complain, 


Their Commerce ruin'd, ſtill they figh'd in vain; | 
By vile Conventions, and the Wiles of Courts, 


Reduc'd to clamour out their laſt Efforts. 


Till wak'd by Wrongs Britannia's Genius roſe, | 


Reſolv'd to curb her bold audacious Foes : 


To ſtop proud Rapine's foul felonious Courſe, 
Our gracious Monarch ſends a Naval Force ; 


His awful Navy wild Ambition checks, 


And bears chaſtizing Vengeance on her Decks; 


Thoſe dreadful Bulwarks wear Great GEORGE's 


Of ZH onoar, | Juſtice, Property and Laws. : 


Methinks I ſee each gallant warlike Boat, L 
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Nor were the native Indians frightn'd more, 


And all their hoſtile Fury ſoon was done. 


C 
All uncontroul'd they lord it o'er the Man, 5% : 
Nor heed the puny Rage of haughty Spain; 
Their Pyrate Guard Ships (Authors of our Jars) 


Sculk and abſcond when Britain's * appears. 


Their Port of War (vain, pompous, empty Naw: 
At once ſurrender'd when brave VER NON came: 
The B ritifh Shi ps; who ne'er to Spaniards ſtoop, 
Diſplay'd the Croſs on every hoſtile Poop : 


Sage BROWN ſerene attacks their Iron Fort, 


y 
f 
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In GEORGE floating Palace Hampion-Cuurt; 


He draws his Sabre, bids his Cannon roar ; 


When cruel Namardt firſt: ap proach'd their Shore. 


Fach Ship ſucceeds as in the Line they run, 


Amaz d, they ſaw BRITANNIA's dreadful Fire, 


And all confus'd in horrid Haſte retire : 
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And * their Treaſure for the 7 CTO * 8 Ute. 
Cs | 
Raprur'd, my ates Muſe is s bid to fy, 


Till they ve * 'd an honourable 


Peace. 
Let Philip's haughty "TIO no more in vain, 
Dare to provoke the Rol ER of the Main; 


To the remoteſt Shores his Power he ſends, 


To Thunder on his F oes, and Guard his Friends. 
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